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A man that is of judgment and understanding shall sometimes hear ignorant 
men differ, and know well within himself, that those which so differ mean 
one thing, and yet they themselves would never agree. 

Sir Francis Bacon. 


Messrs. Editors, 

A FEW evenings since, on retiring to my chamber, after 
reflecting upon the comparative numbers, character, and influ- 
ence of the different denominations of Christians, I had a 
singular Vision. As most people more than suspect that there 
is something in dreams, and that useful purposes are often- 
times answered by them ; you have liberty to make what use 
you choose of the one I now send you. 

I seemed to be standing on the summit of a lofty eminence. 
Before me was a vast Plain which extended toa great distance, 
and was in one direction apparently without termination. 
This Plain, commencing near the hase of the eminence, 
was intersected by a great number of circuitous Paths—all 
uniting in the point where the Plain faded away in the horizon, 
and each thronged by vast multitudes striving to advance in 
their onward course. I remained for a moment gazing with 
astonishment and wonder, unable to ascertain who they were 
and what their object ; when suddenly a being of angelic 
appearance was seen far distant in the air rapidly winging his 
way to the place where I stood. In an instant he was at my 
side and thus addressed me : 

“Son of man! your curiosity is, I perceive, strongly ex- 
cited by the scene that lies before you, and it is to unravel 
this mystery that I have directed my course hither. The 
dark and gloomy spot beneath your feet and just-at.the base 
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of the mountain is called the Region or Uncertainty, and ts, 
as you see, occupied by a promiscuous crowd: they have just 
begun to exercise their moral powers. The object of all is 


to arrive at the Mansion oF Buiessepness on the opposite side 
of the plain, far beyond mortal ken. The Proprietor of this 
glorious place has kindly given them a Book or Directions, 
which clearly points out the straitand narrow way thither, and 
reveals to them the means of surmounting the various obsta- 
cles that may obstruct their progress.” 

“ But if this Book of Direction, points out one way,” said], 
“how does it happen that the vast multitudes remotely visi- 
ble, seem to be pursuing different courses !”’ 

“The passions and prejudices—the guilt and the igno- 
rance of men,”’ replied he, “have led them to misinter- 
pret this Volume. In compassion to their frailty, the Wise 
Bestower of it has graciously permitted them to walk in these 
numerous, different Paras—all however, leading, some more 
and some less directly, to the same issue, provided they 
comply with the most important of the directions contained in 
the Volume.—Let us descend,”’ continued he, “ and takea 
nearer and separate view of each, that we may ascertain the 
principles which actuate them in their course.” 

We first examined those proceeding in one of the outer- 
most Paths. I was surprised to find that they were compelled 
in the onset to relinquish the Book of Directions, and for a 
knowledge of its contents were obliged torely implicitly upon 
the declarations of persons in long black robes, professing to 
be their only Guipes. Asmost of those walking in this Path 
were originally forced into it; so they were deterred from 
leaving it, by constant threats of tortures anddeath. Sudden- 
ly a splendid edifice arose before us with terrific grandeur. 
Built of the firmest granite, it seemed designed to mock the 
ravages of time; but dilapidated arches and prostrate col- 
umns gave evidence that it was already hastening to decay. 
The choicest efforts of the Sculptor had been employed to 
ornament the exterior of this superb building ; and within, it 
was decorated by the Painter’s skill with all that is happy in 
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design and masterly in execution, The high-arched dome 
was supported by immense pillars, the bases of which were, 
In some places, crumbling to dust; the numerous pictures of 
saints and angels were much faded, and the thousand altars 
were falling into ruin. On a magnificent throne sat one ar- 
rayed in robes of scarlet embroidered with gold, and on his 
head a crown of brilliant gems glowed with the most dazzling 
lustre. He swayed a blood-stained sceptre, and when he 
spoke, his deep sepulchral voice seemed to shake the dome 
to its centre, and to pierce every heart with terror and dis- 
may. All whoapproached him fell prostrate at his feet, and 
saluted him with a reverence bordering on devotion. I ob- 
served in various parts of the temple, processions were moving 
in different directions—some bearing pictures of departed 
saints, bits of holy wood, and decayed remnants of the human 
frame—others burning incense before suspended images. 
Among the processions I percieved one of a most striking ap- 
pearance—consisting of Guides in their sombre robes, follow- 
ed by numbers clad in garments of flame, on which were 
painted their own likenesses surrounded with grinning imps.— 
Anxious to learn the result of all this parade, I followed my 
conductor out of the temple to a spot not far distant, where a 
fierce enkindled fire rolled into the air its volumes of smoke 
and cast its murky glare upon surrounding thousands—I saw 
the unhappy victims, whose strange attire had excited my 
surprise, reluctantly brought forward—lI heard their shrieks, 
and their cries for mercy; but their relentless persecutors 
hurried them into the fiery vortex, and they were speedily 
devoured by the raging element. I turned my eyes from the 
horrid spectacle and exclaimed, “Can this Path lead to the 
Mansion of Biessedness ?”—“ Yes, even in this Path,” replied 
my conductor, ‘ there is here and there one who has imbibed 
the spirit and exhibited the conduct enjoined in the Book of 
Directions ; for in it, the humble Paschal and the lovely 
Fenelon walked.” 

We suddenly turned from this into an adjoining Path. Here 
every individual had his Book of Directions together with a 
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Manvat, furnished by the Guides, to assist him in his pro- 
gress ; unfortunately however, some few of them estimate}too 
highly the authority of the latter, for they might be seen, 
when any difficulty arose, to refer to it, in preference to con- 
sulting the more sure standard. I perceived, from the dress 
of the Guides, that they were distinguished into three differ- 
ent classes ; their attire was not indeed so splendid and gor- 
geous, as that of the Guides whom we saw in the Path we first 
visited, still there was considerable similitude in the general 
appearance of their garments. Those walking in this Path 
placed great stress upon the Usage of such as had gone before 
them, and in some instances, carried this idea so far, as to 
give others occasion to suspect that they deemed their prede- 
cessors almost infallible-—At short intervals 1 observed spa- 
cious edifices, which my conductor intormed me were called 
Waynouses, where the Guides frequently assembled those 
under theircare, to explain to them the Book of Directions, 
to point out the difficulties yet to be encountered, and to ani- 
mate them in their course, by glowing descriptions of the 
Mansion to which they were journeying. These edifices, 
though ancient and venerable, shewed no appearance of decay. 
Upon the pillars, which supported the interior of one of them, 
many names were inscribed in legible characters, among 
which those of Hooker, Berkley, Butler, Horsley and Paley 
were conspicuous. | was struck with the devout and inter- 
esting appearance of the assembly; in the hand of each was 
his Manual, out of which the Guide read loud, and from all 
solemn responses ascended with one accord and as if with one 
voice. In short, here was every thing calculated to engage 
the attention, and to elevate devotion. 

After entering the next Path, I soon perceived that nny ex- 
ternal appearance of those now before me, was very different 
from that of the persons, whom I last viewed ; a great degree 
of simplicity characterized all that met the eye. The 
Guides were attired in plain suits of black, and in other res- 
pects differed little from those around them? Their Way- 
houses were snug, comfortable buildings, clearly designed 
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rather to accommodate, than to inspire us with awe. The 
lofty spires pointing tothe skies shewed however, that they 
were notaltogether regardless of ornament. It surprised me to 
find that some of the travellers I was now viewing, estimated 
the correctness of their course, more by the degree in which 
they differed from those walking in the last Path we had visit- 
ed, than from its accordance with the Book of Directions. 
Many however, evidenced that their greatest anxiety was to 
regulate their conduct entirely by this invaluable Volume. 
Their appearance was grave and thoughtful—their demeanour 
mild and unobtrusive, and they seemed desirous to assist each 
other in their course. As we approached one of the Way- 
houses, we heard a voice like that of one much engaged in 
discussing an interesting point. On entering the building I 
perceived that the Guide spoke with uncommon vehemence 
and seemed very desirous to convince his hearers of the im- 
portance of his subject ; but great was my astonishment to 
find myself wholly unable to understand what he said—l 
thought I heard something about the last volition and ideas 
end exercises, but was not certain. ‘* This stuff,” said my 
conductor, ‘is called metaphysics: do not be surprised at 
your not understanding the man, for he does not understand 
himself. Be assured that but few Guides, in this Path, imitate 
him: most of them discuss more edifying and profitable sub- 
jects, and feed their flocks with more healthy and substantial 
food ; for they follow in the steps of Flavel, and Baxter, and 
Doddridge, and Witherspoon, and Dwight.” 

From this Path, as from most of the others, several smaller 
Paths branched off.—The next principal one was distinguish- 
ed by a large sheet of water, which lay at its entrance: 
through this all were obliged to pass before they could pro- 
ceed in their course. in other respects I could not see that 
the travellers here differed at all from those we had just left. 
Still they were so strenuous as to the mode of starting, that 
they seemed determined to keep entirely by themselves, and 
I heard some of them express doubts whether any would reach 
the Mansion of Blessedness who had not thus commenced their 
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career. ‘“ We know,” said one of them, “that we correctly 
interpret the Book of Directions; so thotght*Fuller, and so 
think Marshman, Carey, Foster, and Hall.” 

On turning our eyes, we saw ata great distance an immense 
multitude assembled under a grove of lofty oaks. All at once 
loud shouts and lively strains of music greeted my ear.—When 
we reached the spot we found that this vast assemblage was 
separated into a thousand little clusters, variously engaged—— 
some narrating the difficulties of the way whica they had al- 
ready encountered—some expatiating upon the extraordinary 
supports they had met with, and pourtraying the visions they 
had scen—and some, apparently lifeless, lay extended at full 
Jength upon the verdant earth, while their companions encir- 
cled them, rending the air with loud acclamations of joy. 
Sincerity was discernible in most of theirconduct. I could not 
refrain from inquiring of my conductor, whether those we now 
saw followed the same Book of Directions with such as we 
had before visited. ‘Certainly,’ he replied, “and they 
make great use of it; the difficulty is that they suffer their 
feelings to get the upper hand of their understandings. Of 
their number are some of the most devoted friends of the Lord 
of the Mansion of Blessedness|s Among those who have 
walked in this Path, are the two Wesleys and Clarke.” 

At an immense remove from the place where we now were, 
was another Path, in which were a considerable number of 
travellers, all clad in garments of the same sober colour and 
form, to appearance feeling very comfortable themselves and 
sincerely endeavouring to spread comfort around them. As 
for Guides they had none, and said they wished none, each 
professing to be able to find his own way.—Curiosity led .me 
into one of their Wayhouses. It was a low plain-looking 
building, and entirely destitute of ornament, and intended 
only for a convenient resting-place, as the style in which it 
was fitted up clearly indicated. 1 waited for a considerable 
time in constant expectation that something would be done ; 
but all in vain—no Book of Directions—no Guide—and not 
a word said by any one—all profound silence—every eye fixed, 











143 


with the exception of now and then a side-long glance. At 
length, tired out by the monotony of the scene, we departed 


_with pleasure. 

Far away, we descried a bleak and barren waste, across 
which numbers were strolling in different directions, seeming 
to have no end in view, and evidently regardless of the Man- 
sion of Blessedness, and of the Paths that led thither. ‘* That,” 
said my conductor, “is the Recion or Unsetier, and those 
unhappy, self-deceived beings will ere long awake in the 
Prison oF Despair, where there is no delusion, and from 
which there is no escape.” 

‘¢ But will all those,” said I, “‘ whom we have seen travel- 
ling in the various Paths that conduct to the Mansion of Bless- 
edness, arrive at the place of their destination ?” : 

‘By no means,” rejoined the stranger. ‘“ Although each 
thinks the path, in which he is, the best and most direct, and 
is inclined to suppose himself entirely safe, if only numbered 
among those that walk therein; there are many who will never 
reach this happy abode. The loins must ever be girded, the 
shoes constantly on the feet, the staff always in the hand, and 
the onward step never be intermitted in him, who would not 
fall short of the great prize. Some are seduced from their 
course by the temptations which Pleasure holds forth; some 
are ruined by the love of Gold, and some are diverted from 
their object by the splendid gewgaws that Ambition exhibits. 
to the view ; others, being blinded by Prejudice, themselves 
heedlessly blast their prospects ; and others falla willing prey 
to raging Passion. But remember that though failures are 
frequent and success is difficult to be attained, yet to him who 
resolutely sets his face forward and looks neither to the right 
hand nor to the left—-in whichsoever Path he waik-—all need- 
ful assistance is kindly pledged and will surely be given by 
the great Lord of the Mansion.” 

At this instant a bright halo of glory encompassed my un- 
known conductor—he extended his golden wings, and, rapidly 
gliding upwards through etherial regions, soon faded from my 





| 4-4 


view. I awoke inastonishment, and found that all 1 had seer: 
was but “the baseless fabric of a Vision.” 
Your friend 


ALCANDER. 
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1 
Messrs. Editors, 

THE following ingenious Latin distich is said to have 
been written «impromptu, upon seeing together a beautiful 
little boy and girl, brother and sister, each of whom had 
lostaneye. It may have been before the public, but I have 
never seen it, or known of its being in print: The transla- 
tion of it into English, which has been attempted by the 
person who makes this communication, certainly has not, 
and is now proffered for a place in your paper: 


“ Parva puer! humen quod habes concede sorori, 
Sic tu, ceecus amor, sic Ula erit, ila Venus.”’ 


TRANSLATION, 


Ah, gentle boy! that bright remaining eye 
Thy sister’s vacant socket should supply ; 
Blind, then, a beauteous Cupid thou; and she, 
Thus blest with sight, a J’enws fair should be. 
MFNELATS 
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BEAUTY’S a tender, fragile flower, 
Displaying but a transient bloom ; 
Which when ’t has liv’d its little hour, 
Snapt by death, within the tomb 
Encompass’d by its kindred clay, 

; Vields up its fragrance in death’s arms. 
Such are the beauties that decay : 
The mind’s rich beauty bas her charms, 
Whose germs are only seen on earth,,; 
Disrob’d by death, this op’ning rose 
Dates, in heav’n, its beauty’s birth, 
Which etherial suns disclose. 

ALBERT. 
— ety: 


Toby's favour is before us, but we must decline inserling it, although it is a 
very good piece of the kind. We are free to say, that we have no great relish 
for Anagrams, Acrostics, Enigmas, Rebuses, Puns, and all such ingenious little 
conceits. The very best of them are poor things enough. 





